Lament  for  Abercromhk ; 

To  which  are  adsled, 

The  Harper  of  Mull 
J*ohn  Anderson  my  jo  JoliH. 
Wood  of  Craigie  lea. 
Let  drunkards. 


STIKLING: 


LAMENT  FOR  ABERCROMBIE. 

When  Nature  with  wild  flowers  brspaogled  the 
mountains. 

And  meadows  displ&yed  a'  their  charms  to  thebee, 
When  pure  gush*d  the  rills  by  their  grass-bordered 
fountaias 

Aafl  saft  sougli'd  the  wind  thro^  the  bloom-lade6 
tree ; 

Beaeath  yoit  auld  aik  oh  the  green  bankg  o'  Cioudtn 
Where  aft  ia  the  gloamln'  I  wander'd  to  rave., 
AaTd  Mulcolm  was  seen  o'er  his  scars  fondly  broodin' 
Laajienting  a  warrior  laid  cauld  in  the  grave* 

iie  stood  by  the  streanjj  on  a  strong  claymore 
loaniig, 

Like  ane  wbase  sad  bosom     sorrow  is  fou^ 
He  strade       the  gowans  fu^  mournfully  moa^isig, 
And  straight  frae  his  icabbard  bis  broad  sword 
hedrcwj  \ 

^  Farewiel  lear  reaowa  cried  tbe  auldlyart  vtt'ran 
f  For  Malcolm  nae  mair  «ha!l  be  ^em  oa  the 
fitid. 
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Wi^  death  wkruihg  dourly,  hta  faei  bravely  scat- 
term' 

The  svord  o'  a  sodger  his  arm  down  a  wield. 

'  But  here  tho'  he  wanders^  wi'  eild  heavy  ladeoi 

And  joyless  gaes  hirplin'  down  lifers  briery  brae, 
He  ance  strade  to  glory^  through  blood  bravely 
wadia* 

Whar  great  Abercromby,  his  chiefs  fed  the  w*y, 
iHuntrious  leader !  now  stalking  wi'  heroes- 

Wha  bled  for  our  country,  our  kiog,  and  outlaw^ 
Wbea  Freedom  unfurls  her  banner  be  near 

And  rouse  Scotti«h  valour  to  stand  in  her  cause. 

*  By  thee  led  to  viciorj',  the  sodger  undaunts^, 

In  wild  transport  fir'd  at  the  loud  shouts  o'  war, 
O^er  heaps  rush'd  to  glory,  the  breach  boldly 
mounted, 

Though  death  arm^d  wi'  terror,  his  courage  to 
scaur. 

AuU  ScotiA  may  laog  oa  the  heath  wander  cheer- 
less. 

And  mourn  as  she  sits  by  the  lad  sounding  wave, 
The  prime  o'  her  warriors  intrepid  anrt  fearless, 
\,  The  brieve  Abercrombie,  lies  cm\d,  in  ihe  graved 


THE  HARPER  OF  MULL* 


Wken  Rosis  was  faitfafuli  how  happy  was  I, 
Sfiil  gladsf me  as  summer  the  time  gliiied  by;  ^ 
i  played  my  harp  cheenQ,  while  fondly  I  sang, 
Oi  the  charms  of  my  Rosie  the  winter  nights  lang, 
But  BOW  I^m  as  waefu*  as  waefu'  can  bcj 
C43me  simmer,  come  winter,  His  a'  sne  to  me. 
For  the  dark  gloom  of  falsehocd  sae  clouds  my  lad 
sou!; 

That  cheerless  for  aye  is  the  Harper  of  MuIL 

•  I  wander  the  gleas  and  the  wild  woods  alane, 
In  their  deepest  recesses  I  make  my  sad  main  ; 
My  harp's  mournful  meioGly  jo!ns  in  the  strain, 
While  sadly  I  sing  of  the  days  that  are  gane. 
Th©^  Rosie  is  faithless  she^s  not  the  less  lairi 
And  the  thought  of  her  beauty  but  feeds  my  despai 
With  painful  remembrance  mj  bo€om  is  full, 
And  weary  of  life  is  the  Harper  of  Mull. 

As  slumb^fing  I  lay  by  the  dgrk  mountain  stream, 
Mv  lovely  young  Rosie  appeared  in  my  dream ; 
I  thought  her  still  kind,  and  I  n^'er  wss  sae  blest 
^  As     fa^cy  I  cb^sp^d  the  dear  nymph  to  issiy  breast 


rhoa  false  fleeting  visioa,  too  soon  thou  wcrt  o'^, 
fhou  wakM  me  to  tortures  unknown  before, 
3ut  death's  silent  slumbers  my  griefs  soon  shall  lull, 
And  the  green  grass  wave  over  tbe  Harper  of  MuH. 


JOHN  JkNDERSON  MY  JO  JOHN. 

^  John  Ande  son  my  Jo,  John^ 
p:    When  we  were  first  acquaiat, 
Your  locks  wsre  like  the  raven, 

Your  bonnie  brown  was  brsnt ; 
But  BOW  your  brow  is  bauld,  John, 

Your  locks  are  like  the  snaw. 
But  blessing  on  your  frosty  poWj, 
John  Anderson  my  jo. 

John  Anderson  ray  jo  John, 

We  clanib  the  hill  thegither» 
And  racny  a  canty  day  John, 

We've  had  wi'  ane  anithcr  : 
Now  we  maun  tolter  down,  Jolm, 
-  But  hand  in  hand  we'll  go, 
And  sleep  thegither  at  the  foo% 

Johft  Anderson  my  Jo» 


WOOD  OF  CRilGIE  LEA. 


Thou  bonisie  wood  of  Craigxe  !ea, 
Thou  bonnie  wood  of  Crs!gie  lea, 
Near  thee  I  speat  life's  early  day, 
And  won  my  Mary's  heart  ia  thee.. 

The  bfoom,  the  brier,  the  birken  bush, 
0l0om  bonny  o^er  thy  flowery  lea, 

And  a'  the  sweats  that  ane  can  wish, 
Frae  Nature's  hand  are  strew'd  on  thee; 
Thou  bonnie  wood^  &c, 

Far  ben  thy  dark  green  plantings  shade, 
'the  enshat  crpodies  am'rously, 

Jfee  mavii*  down  thy  bughted  grade, 
€ars  echo  ring  frae  every  ti^e. 
Thou  bonnie. wood,  &c. 

iiwa\  ye  tIS)ugbtleMi,  murd  ring  gang, 
Wha  tear  the  nestlings  e^re  they  flee; 

^ey'll  sing  you  yet  a  cantie  sang, 
Then  0  in  pity  let  then)  be 

Thou  baajnie  wood,  &c. 
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Nh^n  winter  blaws  ia  sleety  ghow'rs, 
Frae  afF  the  noiUn  hilh  sae  hie, 

3c  lightly  skifff  the  bonny  bow^r«, 
As  laith  to  h^raa  a  flow'r  in  thee* 
Thou  bonnie  wQoi^ 

rho'  fate  shouM  drag  me  across  the  Hae, 
Or  o'er  thd  ^i!d  athntic  sea, 

rhe  happy  horns  I'll  ever  mind 
That  I  in  j^-oulb  had  spefeit  in  thee* 

Thou  b©nny  wood  of  Cr aigie  lea. 
Thou  bonny  wood  of  Craigie  lea, 
Near  thee  I  pass'd  life's  early  day^ 
And  won  my  Mary's  heart  in  thee. 


LET  DRUNKARDS  SING- 

lit  dru  ikards  sing  ia  praise  o'  wlac» 
Their  mid  ugh  .  balls  and  social  glee, 

3ut  Scotra's  sonj;  may  fidgefii'  fain, 
While  they  hae  routh  o*  barley  bree* 

I'readi  brandy  is  but  t-ash,  (shame  f%'t ! 
;  Their  foreign  rum  I  downa  pfee  ; 
iVi^^  me  the  tie; ling  pith  o'  mauf, 
I  Aboon  there    it  bears  the  greg. 
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The  workman  wba  has  toiled  a*  day, 
Sits  down  at  night  frae  labour  free : 

Sae  care  is  fled — his  smile  how  gay, 
When  owre  a  pint  o'  barley  bree. 

@if  ony  ane  in  barlock-Kood, 
Should  wi^  his  neighbour  disagree! 

Let  them  balth  gang  in  jovi%I  mood. 
And  settie't  owre  the  barley  bree. 

F«r  barley  drink,  wad  they  but  think, 

1^  cheaper  than  a  lawyer^s  fee ; 
Tho*  sairly  vext,  aye  mind  the  text — 
It's  best  to  take  a  pint  aid  gtee*\ 

I've  ssen  a  ehiel  could  hardly  spstk, 
Whbn  ne^er  a  drap  was  in  his  e'e, 

Si$t  hg  could  lecture  for  a  week, 
Juit  gie  him  aye  the  barley  bree. 

Whet  rve  a  bswbee  in  my  pouch, 
1  aftea  biri  it  frank  and  free  : 

Then  care^can  never  make  me  croucJj^ 
The  life  of  mm  is  barley  brse. 


FINIS. 
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